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Then can my care tundc tongue deliuer him. 

King . Mine eare is open, and my heart prepard, ' ; 

The worft is worldly lolfe thou can ft vnfold. 

Say, is my kingdonie loft g Why twas my care, 

And what loile is it to be rid of care ? 

Striues Bulbngbrooke to be as great as wee i 
Greater he (ball not be ; if he ferue God, 

Weele ferue him too, and be his fellow fo. 

Reuokour Subierts? that we cannot mend, 

T hey breake their faith to God as well as vs : 

Crie woe, deftruftion, ruine, and decay,/ 

The worft is deatb,and death will hauehis day. ' 

Scroo. Glad am 1 , that your Highnelfe is Co armd 
To beare the tidings of calamine. 

Like an vnfeafonable ftormieday, 

Which make the bluer Riuers drown their (Lowers, 

As if the world were all dillolud to teares, 

So high aboue his limit? fwcls the.rage 
Of Bullmgbrooke, couering your fearefull land 
With hard bright ftcelc, aud hearts harder then fteclc g 
White beards hane armd their thinne and hairelelfefcalps 
Againft thy MSfcftie : and boyes with womens voyccs 
Striue to fpeake bigge, and clap their female ioynts 
In ftiffevnwildie armes, againft thy Crownc, 

Thy very hcadf-men learnc to bend their browes^ 

Of dcuble fatal! woe againft thy ftate. 

Yeadiftaffe women mannage ruftiebilles: • 

Agauift jhy feate both youngand old rebel!, 

And all goes worfe then I haue poiver to tell. 

King. To well, to well thou telft a tale fo ill* 

Where is thcEaileof Wiltfhire? where is Bagotf 
What is become of Buftiie? where is Greene g. 

That they haue let the dangerous enemie 
Meafure our confines with fuch peacefull fteps. 

If we preuaile, theirheads (hall pay for it : 

I warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbrcoke. 

Scro. Peace haue they made with him indeed my Lord. 

King, Oh Villaines, vipers, darond without redemption, 

Dogs 


Btcbard tbesecond. 

Dogs cafily w ?”^ t y n ftTng my heart * 

Scro. Swzct —— ^ , mo ftdeadliehate. 

Turnestothefowre . eir peace i s made 

A8 fT\d C andnotwith hands, thofewhom you curfc 

Haue fdl^iew'orft of deaths deftroying wound. 

Andlie fulllow grau’d in ^“^ iltlkire ae,di 

S Z°' where isthcDuke my fatherwith his power . 

Lets talkc of graues, of wormes, and Epitaphs? 

Make duft ourpitper, and with ramie eyes 

Write forrow on. the bolome oftbeearth. 

Letschoofe Executors and ralkeof wik. 

Andy etnotfo, for what can we bequeath, 

Saueourdepofed bodies to the ground? 

Our lands our hues, and all are Bulhngbrookes, 

And nothing can we’call. ourowne, but death. 

And that fmall modell of the barren earth, 

Which femes as paft andcouer to our bones. 

KeeplXthiti. Const, and theretheantitiuelits, 

ScoLghis (late, and grinning at his pomp , 

Allowing him a breath) a little lceane? 
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